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ADVERTISEMENT. 


'T nosz paſſages that are printed in /ralics (not 
including the French) were omitted on the firſt repre- 
ſentation, one „page 61, of which the worc's 
that then gave ate diſtinguiſhed by capita's. 


They are thus pointed out that the reader, who in the 


heat of political zeal has not quite Joſt his under- 
ſtanding, may examine what there is in them injurious 
to truth, or the good of mankind, and find it if he 
can. In different times and under different feelings, 
it will appear aſtoniſhing that any one of theſe 
paſſages were ſuppreſſed, from any apprehenſion of 


political reſentment: but ſuch was the fat. That 


the one unwarily retained ſhould excire the anger 
which was teſtified is fill more aſtoniſhing. A ſen- 
tence ſo true as to have been repeated in a thouſand 
different modes: ſor all ſtrong moral truths are ſubject 

to ſuch repetition. A ſentence that, under a variety 
of forms and phraſeology, is proverbial in all nations. 


It ovght however to be remembered, that the perſons 


offended, though violent, were few. Their intention 
doubtleſs was good: the fame cannot be affirmed of 


their intellect. 


Thoſe who are acquainted with German literature, 
and who have read the drama entitled, Der Deutcſche 
Hauſeater, by the Baron von Gemmingen, will im- 
mediately perceive that the author has availed himſelf 
of various incidents and thoughts in that piece; * | 

* 


Az 


iy ADVERTISEMENT. 


I. is fal.le, characters, and denouement are exceedingiy 
different. Others, who wiſh to ſatisfy their curioſity 
but who Cannot read German, may find a French 
tranflation of that piece in Volume VI. of a work 
entitled Newveau Thiatre Allemand, by Rl. M. 
Friedel and de Bonne lle. 


TIvewman Street, 
Felrumy 11, 1794. 
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PR O- 


PROLOGUE. 


Spoken by Mr. Beanand. 


* PROLOGUES have long been plac'd, like little a, 
* Before that great noun ſubſtantive a play: 
Not form'd of winged words, but wanting wings, 
Of common , half-no-meaning thing: : 2 
L. ike rag-fair robes, made vp, with little Mill, 
** To ſuit tarce, tragedy, or what you will;: 
Mere taſteleſs biead - ci u aba, only fit for ſtuffing :*? 
A cringing crew, and vilely prone to puffing : 
Be well ſatisfied, at any rate, 
To on offals at the public gate: 
Or running footmen,” ſent with whoop and hollo, 
Types of the vapid things that are to follow : 
Grace before meat, which, while the dinner cools, 

Is twang'd by knaves, and liſten'd to by ſools. 
| Bot let us take, nor waſte our little wit, 
A ſingle theme, that may our purpoſe fit. 

** Prol n 
« And the field, to watch the adverſe hoſt. 
Heroes invincible l Left! Right! Front! Rear! 

« Embanil'd rarks! ye thrill the foul with fear !” 

Wadded with critic ſpleen ¶ Pit) and prim'd with ire, 

Charg'd to the muzzle, ready to give fire, 

To laughter ſome inclin'd, and ſome to ſleep, 

Lo ruthleſs veterans rang'd, intrench'd chin deep 

« Flanking this fearful centre in a ring, (Boxes) 

* Gay ts and Amazons form either wing! 

ps bw — wes "cur - BW 
vonder heights await the coming fray !” 

But as you're ſtrong be juſt, in this fierce battle, 

Ye godlike men of might, and maids of mettle! 

Here let us pauſe : tor, zh ! tis but too true, 

Caſſandra like, in black ic view, 

] ſee the maſſacres that may enſue 

Wit, humour, charaQer, are put to rout ! 

The prompter breathleſs, and the aQors out! 

Quibbles and clsp-traps in confuſion run 

Slain is a ſertiment ! Down drops a pun ! 


„ 
. 


PROLOGUE. 


Nay Plot himſelf, that leader far renown'd, 

| and another round 

« How ſhall our dare ſuch danger meet? 

2 Were it not better think you, 573. to tent! 
War bonours grant then, as he files away z 

1 So may be live and fight another day. 


[Paw the ſubje# this Prolegue, and the lines 
PF 
1 « literary friend.) 


EPI. 


— wo 


EPILOGUE. 


Vs a adn of eration. 
Tremendous | which he uſt venture o'er, 
Braving the horrid and cataraQ roar, 
Slippery ! a no hold, no ſtay, no truſt ! 
The firſt falſe ſtep is death! Yet croſs he muſt, 
Safely on r'other fide looks ſhivering back, 
And palpitating views the dreadful track, 
So lands the bappy bard, from danger froe, 
And trembles at his own temerity! 
Buld is the man, or litile prone to fear 
Who hopes tb write what's fit for you th hear; 
Conſcious hat ſplendid ſeaſts regale this le, 
. bor of anther ag 
Oh Congreve! Otway reel u be thadest 
Whoſe — cry rk of pervadet, 
Gifts fuch us yours, ——„ — 
Words that with fiving piQtures fil che mind! 
Extatici ts divine ! | 
Ard volumes uner'd in fin leline! 


mptuous praiſe ! { 
rathly dar'd & raiſe. | 


free, 

- Various and rich ſhould each freſh '2 

Em'ralds and pearls diffolv'd in liquid gold, 

Had we the alchymy, were yours tenfold ! 

| Like thoſe poor Arabs who in deſerts live, 

That little that we have we freely 

Vintng der aus fg chants WINE your wit, 
WWe ſerve the morſel up with cager haſte: 

Happy in this, you know our good intent, 

— odor is meant. 


DRA- 


DRAMATIS PERSON. 


Sir Gregory Oldwort — Mr. Qpicx. 
Mr. Horuan. 
Mr. Lewis. 
Mr. Monden. 
Mr. Faxizy, 


Mrs. Pore. 

Mrs. Esra n. 
Mrs. Fawcerrt. 
Mrs. Marrocxs. 
Mes. Pratt. 
Miſs Leseave. 


' LOVE', 


Ar 


Ar 


of rank. 
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aA K 
I. The Houſe of Sir Gus con Oinworr, 
Sr ro, Lady Lovis. 


— with a 222 
— ES" of rank and fortune, 
Lady L. A man of family, brother, though not 


Seym. Penny leſs: a lieutenant in a marching re- 


2 
Lach L. But pe 
poſſeſſed of honour, worth, and 


virtue. 

Seym. And who 

14 — 2 

A painter's daughter Charles. 

Segm. A 

poke divinity! Her beauty angelic, her mind 
L. Thus 

* we lovers rave. The world con- 

B sor. 


LOVE. FRAILT!ES: 


S:ym. Where is there another Paulina? Encum- 
bered by the abſurdi ies of folly, diſguiſed by the 
ridiculous trappings of faſhion, where ſhall the fin- 
cere, the ſimple, the affe ĩonate heart be found? 
] enter the tumultuous afſemblies of the idle, and 
all is vanity, all affectation, all incoherency. This 
hubbub of incongruous and deſpicable paſſions but 
maddens my mind: and, by the contraſt, irradiates 
the abode of peace and Paulina. 

Lady L. Ah, Chailcs, you forget our dependent 
ſ::uation ; our family. | 

Seym. Our fools and tyrants. An elder brother, 
whole rank, wealth and power, inſtead of affording 
us protection, have been made the paſſports of folly 
and vice; and an uncle, whoſe benevolence is ſelf- 
love; who has given us ſhelter only to make us 
ſlaves ; at once a cynic and a ſenſualiſt; ſevere to 
others, indulgent to himſelf ; arbitrary in principle, 
libidinous in practice. | 

Lady J.. Alas, too true! Sir Gregory pardons 
pobody's faults but his own. | 
Ceym. Did he not ſuffer his ſiſter io languiſh and 
die in penury in a foreign land? And what was 
her crime? Marriage. with a man of a noble mind; 
but who had the misfortune io be poor and unpro- 
tected. | 

Lady L. Tis that makes me ſhudder ! © The 
„ very tame fate is impending over our heads, 

„ Seym. Let it fall; at leaſt on me. Irjuſtice to 
* inyſelf mall not make me unjuſt to others, 

„Lady L. Ay, but there's the queſtion. Your 
* poor painter*'s daughter may, conſidering the indi- 
 **'pence in which ſhe has been bred, be the pheenix you 
think her; but can you Charles honeftly avei ſhe is 
„the equal of Lady Far couit ? | 

„qm. Her ſuper iour. 4 

„Lady L. Not to dwell on rank, fortune, ſame and 
power, which ſhe ſo eminently poſſeſſes and which 
« furely ate ſomethin | 

„Syn. Bawbles! The — 


A COMEDY. 3 


Lady L. 1s the mind of Paulina equally cul- 
— equally penetrating ſtrong and tower- 


Seym. More! More! 

Lady L. Ah, Charles! 

Seym. By heavens, more ! 
1 Lady Fancourt is es ef 206 dam 

! 

Seym. I t it. 

Lady L. She hes conceived « partiality for you 
Sir Gregory has diſcovered ir, ond is determined on 
the match. 


Seym. And I am devermined & Ghefl acver take 


Lady L. For my fake, think 
Ar your requeſt, Rt been tor- 
turing Paulina and myſelf: I have not ſeen ber for 
a week z an excruciating eternal week. But I will 
** be guilty of this cruel injuſtice no longer. 
* Lady L. R your own principles, 


* Charles, remember truth. We muſt not with the 


* avarice of egotiſm live for ſelf, but for ſc ciety. 
„ You have duties to mankind, for the fulfilling of 
«© which you ougkt not to be diſabled by the indul- 
« pence of paſlion. 

« Sezm. Lownit; and the doubts of what theſe 
« dutics arc, baunt and perturb wy mind incefſan'- 
< ly, fender me undecided, cauſe me every hour to 
« form a thouſand contradictery plans, and, inſtead 
of making me active and firm, murder reſolution 
* and torment me into reſtle is ſuſſ | | 

« Lady L. Opinion is the flave of error, the 
„ world is the fave of op'nion, and we are the 
« flaves of the world.” 

Seym. *Tis your fituation, Lowifa, that rivets my 
ſhackles, which elſe I would break, and brave the 


world's injuſtice and an uacle's tyranny, But [ 


know your affection for Mr. Compton, I am ſenſible 
of his worth, and I cannot, dare not abandon you to 
the wietchednels I foreſee, ſhould 1 diſobey Sit Gre- 


wy" B 2 Lady 
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Lady IL. {In tears) Charles !—Your kindnem is 
kiiling : 1 con eaters cop 6 | 

Seym. And why ? 

lady IL. I do not de erve it. 

; . What do you mean? 

Lady L. | have deceived you. 

Seym. Which way? 

Lady I.. For this fortnight my heart has been 
burfing with a derer, which wy tongue has not daced 
to utter. 

Seym. Heavens! —I guoſ—l forebode—You are 
married ? 

Ia IL. I am. 

Seym. Why then tis paſt — Tou have got the ſtart 
of me—T have. heſitated, you have reſolved ; and Pau- 
ina, the affeQionate, pure bearted, noble minded Pau- 
lina mutt be ſacriſioed. or poverty, perſecution, con- 
tempt ard miſery muſt be the fon of all. 

Lady I. I = 6 conch, 20d deſerve the 
— 

No no—W here is your huſbind ? 


23. 4 For heuven's ſake, be- 


ware. 
. Well well, 2 is Mr. C ? 

Lady J. On duty with his regiment in York- 
ſhire, to which he was ſuddenly widered, and as 1 
* by the management of Sir Gre go y 

Seym. Who not only threatens but acts. 

Lady L. He has written to me concerning Mr. 
Compton, and with ſuch ſeverity! He has quite 
re the little hope I had. 

Sezm.- I expect his arrival from the country every 
minute. Diſperſe. your gloom: be chearful. 

Lady J. a hs with gn aching heart is a 
painful taſk —— 

Seym. But now more than w_ vecefſury. His 
preaching and his praQice are ſo oppoſite that he 
dreads cereion and hates ridicule. You have the 
art to keep him in ſome awe. 

Lady L. I had, but want the courzge now to 
practiſe it. 
Seym. 


A COMEDY. 5 


Wy nay, but you muſt—Oh, Paulina! 

reg. reg. (Without) Why, William! James! 
yy I. Here he comes! 

Sir Greg. Where are you all? 


SCENE II. 
Enter Sir GzteGorv OLpworr. | 


Lady L. (Aſuming chearſulneſs) You are welcome 
home, dir Gregory. 
Sir Greg. So you ſay. 


1 "1 hope you have had a pleaſant journey, 


ww Greg. (T. 4 feotman) Take this coat. Duſt 
enough! The roads are as crowded as the | Rents 4 * 
and have no leſs burry, noiſe and inſolence. 

Lady L. A mob is always un maanerly. 

Sir Greg. And the whole world is become a mob. 
Ah, what different bcings were our brave —— 
the bold barons ! 

Lady L. Ay, uncle! How delightful it is to con- 
* their venerable figures, in old Gothic ca- 
thedtals! 

Sir Greg. Kneeling in marble, with their huge hel- 
mets, long ſworas, alabaſter tuffs, giim beards, and 

gruff faces; that ſeem to bid you keep your diſtance, 
or damme ! they will riſe and knock you down, as ſoon 
as they have done prayit g. 


Lady L. And yet, ſowchow, a little modiſh po- 
liteneſs. and delicacy— 
Sir Greg. I hate the words! They are outlan- 
diſh, contraband, and were imported in ſome damned 


ny of fans, muffs, fringed nightcaps, and chicken 


_ gloves, 
o Lady L. | own it would be diverting to ſee a modern 
petit maitre in a coat of mail! 

Sir Greg. Zounds! He would melt under it like 
s man of inow before the ſun! A coat of mail? A 
coat of pink tiffany ! A degenerate—Ah !—1 have 
not patierce! A robuſt harty fellow, that ſpeaks 


B 3 what 
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what he thinks, cats when he is hungry, and fights 
when he is angry, is called barbarian ? horrid brute ! 
And the fight of ſuch a phenomenon would infallibly 
throw a whole aſſembly, men, women, and fiddlers, 
into hyſterics. | 
L. (Aide to Charles: obſerving him in a re- 
derie) Chailes !—Where are your thoughts? 

ym. Where they ought never to be; yet there 
they always are ! 

Sir Greg. No, no; the diſeaſe has attacked the 
vitals! The blood of our nobles is contaminated. 
All rank, all order, all diftinQtion is loſt ! Dukes 
and jockeys, earls and hop-dealers, peers and pick- 
pockets, all mingle, indiſcriminate}y, and hold their 
uightly orgies at a hazard talle ! 

Lady L. Calculation, uncle, is the wiſdom of the 
2 
0 Yes, he is moſt learned who beſt 
knows the odds; and be moſt renowned. who fleeces 
his fellows with the greateſt adroitneſs !—Hayc you 
_ ken Lacy Fancourt today? (To Charles.) 

Seym Lis too emrly, fir. 
Sir Greg. Yeſterday ? 
Seym. No, fir. | 
Sir Greg. No, fir! Had net you my commands, 


fr? 

| Seym. I had. 
Sir Greg. And how came they to be diſobeyed? 

Sn. Becauſe commanding is lefs difficult than 
obedience. | 

Sir Greg (With ſeverity) Sir, if ever you expect 
any favour. or coun enance from me, go, this very 
day, and to-morrow, and every day, and aſſiduouſſy 
piy your Cunt 20 that lady, I'll hear no anfwer. 


[Exit Seymour. 


SCENE 


SCENE II. 
$r Gnecony, Lady Loviss. 
Lady IL. I declare, uncle, you ate ſo ſevere, you 


fiighten one 
A (Sternh) Have you received my letter? 
ms, 1 


Lal L Mr. — a gemleman. 

Sir Greg. Without rank, connexions, or eſtate. 

Lady L. His heart and underſtanding 

Sir Greg. (With great determination and ſeverity) 
If I hear another word concerning him, you ſhall 
quit this houſe and my ion for ever! 

Lady L. ( After a ftruggle * ber temper ) 
Well; we all have our failings! 

Sir Greg. | would have you both beware! 

Lady L. My brother and 1 are young; we have 
fome excuſe. 

dir Greg. Becauſe, being young and fooliſh, 
you neglect that advice, and diſobey the commands, 
of the experienced and wiſe. 

Lady L. Why, if the experienced and wiſe are 
23— 

Sir Greg. he whe tier bo you. en? 

Lady Nay, don't be alarmed, uncle! 

Sir Greg. i 1—Alarmed? 

Landy L. I have heard 

Sir Greg. What have you heard ? 


Enter Footman and Mr. Muscaver. 


Frot. Mr. Muſcadel. = 1 
Lady L. That the experienced and the wile have 
their frolicks ! 


Sir Greg. (Afide to Lady Louiſa) Huh! 


2 
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Nothing more certain, Lady Louiſa. Sir 
himſelf is a proof in point. 


Muſc. Or you are horribly belied. 
Sir Greg. vir! 


Muſc. I have heard the moſt whimſical ſio- 
ries—! 
Sir Greg. I infit—! Such calumny, fir— 
Muſc. That you fteal out by twilight, and if 


ſee a cap and apron in the ſquare, you hobble 
2 with a—Hem! Hiſt ! Pretty maid ! Where are 


you going? Where do you live? Don't be in ſuch a 


you have r 
7187 Greg. 
| Muſc. You. 

Sir Greg. I talk to young girls. 

| Muſc. Nay that you have been ſeen to attempt to 
kiſs them under your own lamps. 

Sir Greg, Was ver fuch malignity? [—! 

Muſc. And that you preſs them by the hand, pat 
their cheeks, tweak their chins, and fondle them, as: 
Lady Mary Muzzy does ber fat lapdog. 

Sir Greg. Mercy on me! 

Muſc. That you carry filk handkerch'efs, too, 
and ribhands, and oranges. 

Sir Greg. (With great —__ and balf whiſper- 
ing) Heie s ſomebody coming ! 


SCENE V. 


Re enter SEYMOUR. 


8 I forgot to aſk, have you any further com N 


mands for me, fir ? 


Sir Greg. No, fir. Begone! 
| = 


Unſe. 


Muſc. W Charles !—And that you 
Sir Greg. * 271 


Muſc. That you— 
Sir Greg. Begone, I ſay! [Exit Seymour. 
SCENE VI. 


Sir Gxtconrr, Lady Lou 184, and Mr. Moscaper. 


. (Afde) Til never — © 
ve breath 
Muſc. Ha, ha, ha! What vered, baronet ? 
Sir Greg. Such mvlice, fir, is infulferable. = 
Muſc. Well, be good bumoured and I'll ſpare 


you. 

Sir Greg. (Afide) As a butcher does u ſheep. 

Maufe. Afraid Charles ſhould. hear? You muſt 
commit him to me, Sir . He has ſpirit and 
fire, though rather. ruſticated ; but my inſtruQtions, 
and a little polite varniſh, will ſoon diſplay thoſe 
bold tints and original © __—_— 
a college _ 


2 56. Ves, Lady — herſelf, made the 
ſame remark but yeſterday. 

Lady IL. Chailes is become a favourite with her 
ladyſhip. | 
- MAMujc. Is he? 
Lady L. Nay, don't be jealous. 
Muſe. . Jealous? Ha, ha, ha! That is excellent ! 
I jealous! Am I not an adept in all the delight ſul 
follies of faſhion? Do I not lead the mode, and 
make thoſe dear whims which are ridiculous in others 
gracefal and captivating in me? Am | not in debt to 
all the town, in love with all the women, ervied by 
all the men, tered at by the world, laughed at by 
the little, imitated by the great, hated by the awk- 
ward, and hooted by the mob? Have I not tuined 
fifty tradeſmen and five Jews? Nay, have | not beea 
2 theſe three years, and do I not live in 

as 


10 LOVE'" FRAILTIES: 


as high a ſtyle as ever? Ha, ha, ha! I je⸗lous ! If 
I cannot to a lady's favours, who can? 
2 . Well, well; if you are certain you are 


Muſc. Oh very certain—But, now, tell me, ſe- 
riouſly, you think Charles is— a 


2 Wich Lady F ? 
7 | 1 ancourt 

Muſc. Yes. 

Lady L. Nay, Mr. Muſcadel, I appeal to your 
own penetration, You are a man of wit and dif- 
cernment. 

Muſc. Why—I own—Ho, ha, ha! What fooliſh 
thing, now, am I going to own ? 

Sir Greg A thouſand—— 

Muſe. Sir? 

Sir Greg. You mey own ; and bave a thouſand 


to 
Ac. No—No—T1, of all others, I am the— 
the man of her heart. 


* 
Lady L. Do; if you can. 
Maſc. Can! He, ba, hal That is very good! 


. Ay, ay; vapour away. Your charac- 
s pretty well * G 3 
Muſc. So much the better. People of merit loſe 
nothing by being known. Day light or dark, a dia- 
mond a ill ſpark'e. 2 
Lady L. And you, Mr. Muſcadel, always thine. 
Like a lamp-refleQr, you abſolutely blaze us blind. 
Muſe. Sitting or — riding or walking, 1 
do every thing with a grace. See me take out my 
handkerchief, put on my gloves, pick up a fan, pre- 
ſent a touquer, dangle in my chair, lol! in my cha- 
riot ; the moſt trifling actions are made intereſting by 
my manner. Nay, I even ſleep like a gentleman. 1 


A COMEDY. 11 
« Sir Greg. I think, Mr. Muſcadel, it is now 


„ fix years ſi ce you came to your eſtate ? 

* Mfc. You me right. It was a great epochs ! 
„Me father died in the morning, I was in full poſ- 
« {cſhon before noon, in the evening I had an aſſig - 
* nation with a beautiful woman, was caught by the 
% huſband in her bedchamber, appointed to excha 
6 a ſhot with him at five the next morning, loft half 
„my fortune at White's in the interim, met my man, 
* lodged a bullet in his body, ſent an atteſted ac- 
„% count of the affair to the papers, took poſt for 
*« Dover, and 1 a hearty ſupper, my bottle of 
* Burgundy, a Fiench chanſon d a,,, and a ſound 
«+ ſleep, the next night at Calais. 
« Sir Greg. While your father and the man you 
had wronged lay ſtretched on their bier! 

*% Muſc. Um—No: us it happened, the gentle- 
man mended, in ſpite of me and the doctors: the 
«© news was ſent me, we became the beſt of friends, 
„and in fix weeks 1 had the pleaſure to wiſh him 
joy of his recovery. 
Sir Greg Afier ſeducing his wife, and 
ſc. Was it my fault that ſhe was handſome, 
«. and l irreſiſtible ? 

Sir Greg. Ha! You may well be a favourite with 

the ladies! 


help it. No more can 


And you really have no ſear of a rival, 


y Fancourt? 


. A rival? Ha, ba, ha! Rival?—Charles 
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Muſc. Herlelf. 
Sr . With her own lips ? 
Mayr. ?. Ha, ba, ha! No; the lips often 
deceive ; the eyes never. 


in Me 1 


* 
at all. 
_ ha, ha! No? 
Sir Greg. You are = modern man of faſhion ; a 
beau, whoſe charaQeriftic it is to babble; thouzh 
you know little of what you ſay, and leſs of what you 
mean. 
Muſc. And you are a bully, of the old ſchool: a 

kind of walking machine, to grind down beef. 
2 2 Baboon 
| ou are old bachelor, too ; and have 
hve —— ovate, cad grac- 


| any more, make free with my moral 
Lady L. - Fie, Mr. Mulcadel ! Th = 


n 


TaQter. 
Sir Greg, Niece—! 
Egad, it is very true: à fair character, 


me J bh Ar, 1 cots bsc, be. . Rook 


"ESL date, Ay. like the purple bloom 
on a freſh plum, it mutt be admired, not 


rouched : SEES you deſtroy its beauty 
Don't you, uncle ? 


Muſc. Your charaQer and mine, baronet, are cer- 
Or I would hang myſelf! You pretend 


tataly-very 
Sir Greg. 
to wit ; but, like boekſelters, you deal in what you 
don't underſtand. 


once a week; a fized ſtar, tha 


wound 


fool knows where to find; wa eee, lay of 


Lady I.. Be not too confident ; there are coquottes 
Muſe. I know it; I am one. 3 


— (Suddenly) Sir, 5 - —aavand 


Muſc. Ha, ha, ba! r 


* 
-) 
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one colour: a pariſh clerk, whoſe whole vocabu- 
lary begins and ends in amen. I am a cameiion; 
an Engliſh April day; a comet, that always ap- 
pears in a blaze, is the talk of the town, the terror 
of married men, and the admiration of the whole 
world! While everybody is enquiring whence it 
comes, how long it ſtays, where it goes, and when it 
returns ? 

Lady L. You affect ſingularity, Mr. Muſcadel. 

Muſc. No: it is natural ro me. Ve men of 
fiſhion ate always leading the canaille into abſurdities, 
purpoſely to * at them. We ate a kind of Will 
with a wiſp; we glitter and entice the ger into a 
bog, and there leave him. 

Lady L. Come, come; I muſt begone, to dreſs. 

Sir Greg. Ah! you are rare animals! 

Muſc. Meteors, Sir Gregory; which you ter- 
reftrials may gaze at, but cannot reach: a kind of 
rainbow, the ſplendor of which every body adnires, 
but nobody can equal. [Exeunt. 


END OF THE FIRST ACT, 


c ACT 1. 
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SS 7 
SCENE L 
The Painting Reom of Mr. Canto. 


J. 


J] once had a bird of my own! Y 
It flutter'd and caroll'd right merrily ; 1 
I laok'd, and I found it had flown: 
Gone from me, ah 1 weladay 1 
« Poor warbler, while yet thou wert mine, 
. -< 1] fed, and 1 kiſe'd, and I fondled thee ; 
I never once knew thee to pine: 
« Thea why haft * left me: ah weladay? 
*] heard thy ſœeet ; ſong with delight; 
Thy boundings and ſrolics gave joy to me: 
Nor vert thou confin'd in thy flight: 
Mm boats ad me: ah weladay? 
% Now, rover, thy fate is to mourn : 
„And I who fo often have cheriſh'd thee, 
< 1 too am deſponding, foilor: 


This bird is the type, thou fond heart, 
Of wand'ring which now is thy deſtiny. 
Why wert thou ſo prone to departz 
Say why haſt thou leſt me, ah weladay? 
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Craig. Thanks, tharks, mu Paulina! My 
palette in my hand, and thee ſinging beſide me, 
imagination glows, my ſou! expands, and my colouts 
melt and mingle into life. My canvas talks io me. 

Pax. My heart beats whenever 1 fee you happy. 

Craig. Ah could 1 but forger—Painting is a2 
noble ait ! Jo praQtife it as an amatevr would be wy 
— but for ſale ?—For hite ?-I muſt not think 

1 | 


Eveiy reſource exhauſted, doomed for 
rk like a mechanic, receive pay 
But where, fir, is the diſgrace? 

What? A man of family! 
virtue, fic. Ihbat is family? 
never marry, Paulina! No 
„wich ſentiments us 


ior 


zr 


ſeelings as rude ns bis features, 


5 


= 
72 
I 


SCENE u. 


Enter NanxertTs. 
(With a baſket of Bread; &e:) 


Nan. Hah! Vat, I hear you fing! Vat I hear 
you be merry, witout morſel for bread to eat? 
Pau. Nay, Nannette—(examining ber baſket.) 
Craig. Ay, ay; we'll ſing—like ſwans dying. 
Pau. (Taking bis hand) Piay do not affſict 


yourſelf. 
| Craig. Oh, no: 1 am merry. Ha, ha, ha! 
C 2 | Nan. 
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Nau. Dere! Dere be littel loaf for you, and 
littel loaf tir | 
Pau, And for yourſelf ? 
Tan, Nimperte meeſelf; I don't a vant; 1 
con t a care. 
Craig. Woman! When did you ſee me eat and 
you falt ? : | | 
Nan. Eh bien! You don't a be ſo croſs, und | 
eat mit you den. 
| Craig. Ay, ay; we'll ſhare. Hay, Pau'ina ? 
Pau. To the laſt morſel. 
Craig. Why that's my own girl. 
Pau. Shall we repine | | 
Craig. Not at! Well, well ; we won't. 
Pau. There is not à ſhower that falls but it feeds 
thr uſ:nds, yet there is not a ſhower that falls at 
— 4 thoutuncs do nt muruiur. dhall we be fo un- 
D 
. Craig. Paulina! I think thou art—ſomething 
divine !-—Give me my palette, Nannette— I hough 
fare girn at us, we cen be merry; ay, and ſing, and 
(Ci. down to painting) Courage ! Courage! We 
have hearts that can endure. | | 
| Pau And hands that can labour. 
Craig. ([ndignant) I had forgotten. We are 
p'cheians. | 
Nan. Dee vomans vill not no more truſt, 
Craig. (Starting up) There's no ſupporting it! 
— Danned by a ſmall ware pedlar in 4 loaves !— 
— credit for a few ſhillings ! The ſon of Craig 
Campbell! | 7 
| Pan, (Soxthing) A few ſhillings to this poor 
woman may be ruin. 
Craig. Very true—(Snatching up bis bruſb) Tell 
her, | will paint her a picture ſhall muke the fortune 
of her whole family! tell her, | have the art to. 
transform two yards ſquare of canvas to the worth 
of 2 province. | | : 
Nan. _—_— 
Craig. Courage, Paulina. 
Pa Fear nothing, fir. 


Nan. 
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| Nan. Vhen I am yong, in Straſbourg, me huſ- 
band vas paint ; but he vas no fool, he vas no 


canvas, he vas paint houſe, deor, und 

Craig. Sign poſts ?—l ?—Lnſolent idea! Woman! 
My name is Craig Canipbell. 

Nan. You ſay you not tell your name, more as 
2 und you bawi ſo loud mit all dee vorld to 

ear. . 

When l am angry I care not who hear 

Wall, de it Craig: 1 would not have the name of 
Campbell diſnonoured. (Paints) There's a tint! 
Look Paulina, There's an eſſe& ! Ha, ha, ha! 


(Venling with great _— She ſhall 


Nan. Comment ? © 
Craig. She ſhall have it. 
Nan, You leave Italy, you come back mit your 
own countiy, you ave dee grand relationthip, und— 
Craig. Nannenie !—Don't make me mad. Talk 
— E. "up thing but my grand relations. I am a man, 
bodel. honourable man; and have 
2 grandeur. . It once ſpurned at me And 
why ? Becauſe I was poor—1 now fpurn at it! 
Pau. Fie, Nannette. Forget it, dear fir. 
Craig. At à word. *Tis gone. But we'll be 
fice, Paulina, ſhall we not 7 
Pay. Oh yes. | 
Craig. Why then, ſmile world or frown, we can 
live, can 95 thy injuſtice, and rejoice at thy 
proſperity. 
Pau. Oh, my noble father! 
Craig. * rl, as the nohleſt. 
clothe me in rags, fced me on offuls, load me with 
fetters ; but there is that here, which contemns their 
_ injuſtice, and defies their 8 
 Nen. Allis! Va! is paſt a mit twelve 
o'clock 


c3 Cr. ig. 
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Craig. True. The lord to whom I ſent a pair 
of pictures has appointed to ſee me. I mult go— 
Yet why ? I ſhall gain no admittance. Not at home, 
is the everlaſting anſwer. The infolent porter will 
ſcarcely open the ga'e wide enough for my hand 
to enter. But I am poor, and mult wait, and come 
again, and again, and take affronts patiently. So 
it is. Thelord within, fits in ſtate, revelling, ban- 
queting, and tantalizing the palled appetite ; while 
the wietch withour, repulſed, infulted, and refuſed 
his due, is perhaps periſhing with hunger! IExit. 


SCENE 1. 
Paulin, NanxeTTE. 


Nan. Eb lien; he has a not heen here yet. 

Pau. Who? My Seymour; my Charles ? 

an. Mais, oui. | | 
Pau. Alas, na>—For ſeven long inexplicable 
days he has been abſert! | 
Nan Qi denc? You ſo impatience He pro- 
miſe urd ſay he vas vait for his ricbe oncle; und he 
vas te] his amour, und he vas get bis conſent, E 
dunc tout de ſuite, he vas marry you. 

Pau. Yes, he promiſed—And he will keep his 
promiſe. Seymour will keep his promile. 

Nan, Eö bien, denc! He come lo ſoon as ven 
his onc/e is mit return. 

Pau. Very true— Then why am I reſtleſs? Why 
do I pine? Do | not know my Seymour ? His heart 
ond ſou! are faith nnd un! Pcrjmed ? Seymour ? 
Oh! no, no, no, no, no! No power can make 
him violate vows ſo ſacred, oaths 19 folemn! No; 
that is impoſſible !—Then why theſe forebodings ? 
It is becauſe I have been deceitful! Silent to a fa- 
ther, who is himſelf all fircerity, and whoſe abund- 
«nt heart aches with «ffeQtion for me! | 
| Nan. Oui! He vas die wit grand ceur to make 
his Siie happy! 


Tau 
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Pau. Why then, on, Fgaane, have you indulged 
r 

now |! — I am 


14 


Nan, 8 
You make a lofe, I make a pity you, und datyis all 
my tank ! Dee yong gentleman ſee you in dee 
he fall in loſe mit you, he make pretend to fake leſ- 
ſon mit your fader, und vat | do? | vatch for you, 
1 I carry your letter, und, now, 
we voila bien payt ! 

Pau. Nay, Nannette. 

Nan. Your fader ſhould be more ſuſpeR. 

Pau, And becauſe he has not ſuſpeQed, becauſe. 
he has generouſly confided in me, I have been mean 
and treacherous! Well may I . dreedial 
__— 
| I am hear news, ace I am go mitout. 
News l What news? 

Tres mauwvais. 

Bad ! Does it relate to Seymour ? 

Mais, out. 
What is it? Tell me inſtantly ! 

You know T ave country yoman, dat live 
mit dee great Lady Fancourt. 

Pau. Well? 

Nan. Dee . come und make viſit 
3 

Pau, fir Who, Lady *— ? 

Nan. She tell a me fo Und ſhe fay, Lady 
r make a dee loſe mit him. 

Pau. With my our ? 

Nan. Und the ſay wo cut dey 4 


Pau. (* agony) Impoſſible ! Impoſſible! Per- 
jury and Seymour ? Perjury fo * ſo leduQive, | 
ſo deteſtable! No, it cannot be! 

Nan. Jelcſpere bien. 

Pau. I'll write to him this inftant! ru write in 
tears ; or if they are too weak to move him, in 
blood! Let bim read, * 
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he have the heart, 92393 
in this excruciating torment ! [Exeunt. 


SCENE iw. 
The Dreſiag oon of Lady Fancovar. 
Lady Faxcourr at ber toiletie: : JorerrE waiting, 


F. (U and agitated) — 4 
err Seymour has 


been here ? 
ulette, No, my lady. 
dy F. 8 — I am ! 
2 Shall 15 2 you the carmine, my lady ? 
No—Yes—1 hate the carmine! 1 look 
le whe !—Are you ſure Mr. Seymour has not 
Julette. 


leite. 
(Softening) Take that robe, Julette, 1 


F. 

y: it is. your own. . 
Julette. You are the kindeſt of ladies 
Lady F. May be the blundering porter has denied 
me to him ? 
ulette, To whom ? 
2 F. Piſhaw !— Whom ?—Mr. Seymour. 
Julette. I cautioned him myſelf, my lady. 
| Lady F. Cau. ioned ?—Cautioned ? — Did you 
mention my name? 


— 1 told him it was your ladyſhip's own 


_ lady F. And who authorized you to be fo for- 
ward? 


te. You f, my lad 
: F. Did 2 (Taking ber band) 1 
fear 1 treat you unkindly. (Dzicting ber) I begin 


to deſpiſe myſelf—Three days and not one call ; not 
one enquiry !—I am at home to nobody but Mr. 


Seymour. 
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Fulette. Not to Mr: Muſcadel ? 
e 

te. ) Mercy! 32 10 ) | 
7s F. Stay—(Afide) What am | 

Lightly encourage, and li Gilad; is * = 
character 7 Is he altered, or am 1? 1 thought I 
loved him—Oh no ; twas « vain fancy. I have 
ſince been taught that love, wiſhing, reſtleſs, burn- 
ing love, is only to be kindled by - ay VOY 
by fcora—Scorned ? — (To Fulertte) Admit | 
Muſcadel, and deny me to Mr. 


„E My lady !—Yez, wy lady. 2 


pg Come beck—You are in great haſte. 

Fulette, Mr. Muſcadel is « pleaſant good na- 

tured gentleman. 

F. r | 

e. 
eni ng) Af de m 

lunatic ie = — mT raiſe your 


wa 
Vale Dear— 4 
Lady F. Go. I can't tal Zit Julette] 
( Knocking at the flreet door) julette! 
ulette. — My lady! 
dy F. y me to Mr. Muſc 
Fulette, Yes, my lady. 
Lady F. Yet = Oy What has he done ? What 
will the world fay? 
Muſe. cuba I tell you 1 know to the con- 
tary. 
lette. (Without) Nay but inderd, Gr! Pray far ! 
LE. You miſtook 2 
Julette. No indeed, fir ! 


Enter Mr. Muscapti. 


Muſc. I knew you were at home — Good mor- 
row to your ladyſhip. | 
Lady 
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Lady F. Theſe liberties, fir—1 did not chooſe to 
be at home. | | 

Muſc. To any body but me: that was kind. 
(Hat) This is ſtrange !— There was more in that 
tale of Seymour than | imagined 


Muaſc. To liſten to my wild flights: you have 
had the ſame i - thouſand times. An- 
gelic ſweerneſs! | 

n never looked 

 Muſc. Aurora on a May ing never 

. fo lovely! =% * 


Lady F. Tis in vain to attempt | 
Muſc. To reſiſt ſuch divinity! Vain indeed !— 
But I have ſomething to tell you -I have juſt made 
a call in the ſquare. _ 
Lady F. The ſquate.? 
Muſc. (Aide) Oh, ho! Lady 
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F. 
2 3 I have touched the 


male key are 
183 — 
-% * w 
did; oe. Gregory, 
Ws F. (fide) Tedious 1— Was that all? No- 
M, a and glancing one 
— 'v (Fagerly) bes ho nn Gut of came 2 
Tar. "Who ? Mr. Seymour 
Muſc. Hem !—Oh dear, no: Sir 


Wen. 4 * (Afde) Tormenting !—Did bea 


WI Wirth the greateſt reſpeR. You are his 
chief favourite. 


Lady F. ludeed! 
Leh F. (Ihe) hoe ule ? 
is 
* Mr. Seymour, too, mentioned your name: 
a cĩoi 


F. (4 Am I betrs ? Is he 
ELF AL 


Nay, you have not heard my tory. It 
will ſurpriſe 


+ What ? 
2 eee don ? Is 
— t oe 
Mr Seymour i kn? l you es 
LS (Mee) . | 
Muſe. r with whom ? 
Lady F. I Not 


8. 


f y 
Lady F. But why? 


Muſc. The —_ 
-have been told, | 
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Lady F. (Ad.) Can it be? Tn love with me? 
Then you have not heard who? 
ODE au 


1 — the ſecret cauſe ! 
= uſcadel) Are you not indulging your 


* E Matter of 
uſe "(Emphaticalh) faQ, upon my 


Lady F. From whom do you get your intelligence ? 
Muſc. A Mrs. Wilkins; at whoſe houſe the girl 


and her father live. 
Lady F. And how ſhould ſuch a woman know ? 
Auſc. Oh! Mrs. Wilkins is a very well informed 


Lady F. Which way ? 
Muſc. Tia only in Duke: ſtreet: call in and view 
: {Lady Fancourt rings) or fit for your 
portrait. | There needs no ceremony. 

F. (To Footman) Order my carriage. 
Muſc. (Soothing) Shall 1 attend you ? 
- Lag F. No. 


12 F Sir! 1 


„ Upon my | 

wiſh no apologies—When you came 
in 1 — have explained ; you would not hear— 
I wiſh to avoid—that is—Excuſe me, but—In ſhort 


Pray leave me. | 
an (Aſſuming a s cm ons impa fiened tone) 
Lady Fancourt, you have examined me too ſuper- 


ficially : you have noticed only the ſhell ; the habits 
and manners which wild cuſtom and tame convenience | 
may 


7 . 
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taught. Be juſt, and look a little deeper. 


You think l have no heart: you are miſtaken. 


my . 
batant has the beſt . 


SCENE VI. 
Enter Footman and Ser MoU. 


Lady F. Mr. Seymour! Is it you? I thought 
you had been gone to the Indies, or the Antipodes, 
or ſome {trange place. 


* Am 17 li is ſo difficult to pleaſe onen 


Muſc. In order to pleaſe us. 

Seym. Your ladyſhip needs no kasten orna- 
ment, no aid from the toilette to pleaſe. 

Lady F. Take care, Mr. Seymour : you are 3 
man of principle, with you * 14 

N 
to lay uty, 15 

when leaſt encumbered. Maſe | 

uſe. 
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e well than, dene knle bes ſculi- 


F. (Ait) Will he not go? 
b You do well, A to come |:c:c 


e for 


4 „3 
of the fineſt women in England to her ladyſhip's ſu- 

2 I thought, Mr. Muſcadel, what had 
e inſult- 


ee. Nay, all the world knows I am your 
adorer ; and what harm in telling that which all the 
world knows? Charles here I dare fay is your adorer 


da ie rm, Yoo a be 
Talk, man. talk ! _ t 


. (Afede) Intolerable. 

Mac. N 
is a 

e 


A COMEDY. 27 


Woman, you know, is a tiddle : the ſolution to 
which is, you muſt either uſe her very ill, or be 
treated worſe by her than a ſtraggling hound by, a 
whipper-in. La, la, la, la. Good morrow to your 
ladyfhip. Don't think I am ſplenetic. Ha, ha, ha! 
1 am not jealous, Charles. Exit. 


SCENE vn. 


Sr rMOUA, Lady Fancovar. 


Sys. Mr. Muſcadel bencath the maſk of levity 
conceuls an excellent underſtand! | 


iy embrace rui z in which we not 


Lady 
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Lady F. Mr. Seymour. 

Seym. Madam—1 have 2 weakneſs—lt hourly 
kurries me into abſurdity. 

Lady F. (Ade) And. what have I? 

Seym. I am unfit company 

Lady F. Nay, one moment — Tour uncle has 
told me you have thoughts of mn Tu a fe- 
rious oe What is ks end? You © Ern is noble, _ 

ts are t. eo crane 
high. The bappinets ef — 4. 
=p of the world 1212 you 
own, is . would not 
marry—a painter's daughter 
Madam ! 


Seym. 
Lady F. Look forward to the honours that are 


your 
too 
the 


[ 
Seym. Why fo !—The warfare thickens and the 
battle 8 a noble mind! — Her argu- 
ments are t!—Yet ſhe knows not all. Oh! 
Paulina ! a fiſter, or muſt thou, be ſacrificed? 
Something ol he ve. Yet every hour increaſes 
ſtupefaction! My mind confuſed, my powers con- 
founded, I deſpiſe my own imberility yet cannot ſhake 
it olf! Like bag-ridden ſleep, goſping for breath. and 
beaving for motion, I am chained down in agonizing 
impotence | [Exir. 


ACT 
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a T7 III. 
De 
The Houſe of Sir Gzzcory OLDworr. 
Sir Ga cou v Jans. 


ames. (TN a whi and ſgnificant 
112 Vilking i is below. Sir Gs . * 


| way Vilkins. 


want? Who is Mrs. Wilkins ? 
. Oh! Bob! Your honour knows Mrs. 
Vi wery vell. The old lodging bouſe lady : 
vhere the pretty 
JO W hat is that you ſay, fellow! I know! 
! 
James. Vhere your honour uled to-wilit ſo often, 
laft vinrer. 
28 Why, man, do you mean to jnfinu- 
ate— 
Fee. ken. no, your honour! 1 means to fe- 


niaie nothing, not 
How often muſt I warn ſirrah, 
ble? 


Sir Greg. 
that theſe treedoms of yours are intolers 
_  Fames, Nay your honour wery vell * | 2m 


Sir How dare you, fellow, reptile, Dave, 
k a Ea my ion? Vie? Your liege lord, 
va ſſal 

Janes. I commit your adions? Lord, your ho- 
„„ But 
] likes you ſhould call me names, tor then you doesn't 
forget huſh money, 

Sir Greg. ll diſmiſs you inſtantly— 

James. So you have ' 15957" Fung 

dir Greg. For your infernal impudence. 

D 3 James 
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James. No; 'tis for that you keeps me. 1 
"Sc. A ok I hadn't a bit o'braſs. 
S 0 ! Quit my preſence. 

Jemes. Your honour forgets! Mrs. Vilkins is be- 


low ! 

Was ever 2 man of my family, my 
nity, thus inſulted by his knave, his flave, his ſerf, 
is villain!” What is it that your Mrs. Wilkins want 


? 
Vhy, ſhe ſays, 
town, 


Hs 


Fe 


La 
| 
. 


8 i how honour 
( bs conn tho has a 


„aas young—? Hem! (Re- 

) What is that to me, fellow 

dit © bloom ! | 
firrgh— ! 

t mean to finniate nothing! 


el 
7] 


{ 
its 5 


2 


I 


4 
3 
* 


ſcoundrel ! 


of 


wt 
f 


1 


78 


. Repiile! * MY 
| Lord, Sir Gregory, there's no pleaking you. 
9 r 
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1 


2 —_— 
t now his 
ry DE LIN and 
ſip it up in bea, colfee, lemonade, and the rei of 


Enter Mrs. WII Ins and James. 


Sir . How comes it, Mrs. Wilkins, that: 

Mrs. W. — — 2 2 

gory. 8 ops to cem ider at eac 

77 72 ilkins, then reverts te bis bran 
i 


* 3 


The family of Old wort 
. 1 am not known in this neighbour- 


Sir Greg. 
ſpeQed ! 
Mrs. V. Not à ſervant in the houſe has ſet eyes 
on me, except James. 
Sir Greg. Expoſed to the ſcandal of—of— ! Are 
you ſure my niece, L:dy Lovila, did not ſee you? 
| Mrs, . Certain, Sir Gregory! 
Foun. (With bis uſual figns) She's gone out, 
your honour. 
Sir Greg. Why how now, caitiff! How dare you 
ſtand liſtening ? Begone ! 
Jaws, TH keep vatch, your honour ! 
Sir Greg. lhe wicked tongues of this wicked 
world— 
Mrs. W. The ſweeteſt creature 
Sir + «Aol What? | 
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tr Gy, you — 3 
vourſe very ſtrange ties 
WEL An 

— Eye: never beheld her equal 

yes never equal ! 
& ow. Indeed! 
Mrs. W. Enchantirgl! 
Sir Greg. So very beautiful ; 
Ars. W. In the full bloom of youth ! 
Auburn hai? 


* Mrs. W. 
2 — 
N 3 — 
oy oy At 13 8 
PFD | 


« 


SCENE III. 
Eater laut with 4 large bat and roquelaure. 


Jenes. Here is your honour's ſlouched hat and 
cloak. 

Sir Greg Why, hind! This fellow's familiar in- 
ſolence would drive a man mad! 


Ther hackney coach vaiti round 
Toms (4 5 beard at the door) 
reg. _— Here's ſomebody coming 
e to Quick ! Quick !? 
@ Mes. Re, Never fear, your honour. 
ir Greg. 2 Wilkins) Up with your 
cloak; down with your curtain 


SCENE 
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SCEN E iv. 
Enter SEYMOus. 


Mrs. . (Curtſying) I humbly thank your ho- 
mour. Your ur is a gentleman, a kind 
222 = _ = friendleſs ! 

. ompouſfly Q, SY woman. 

Ars. . Heaven 1 [Exit. 
Sir So, fir! Did net | lay my commands 
on you to viſit Lady Fancouit ? 

* I have obeyed your commands, fir. 

Sir Greg. Oh, you have ? It is your wiſeſt courſe. 
Sgym. So ſay prudence and pride ; but principle 


Sir Greg. Ah! 8e that, like 4 fhip at anchor, 
ys in motion, — ans. ha. 


h | Re-enter Janas 
„ (Afide to bir ) The coach is vait- 
A 

Str » (4 | ; 
James. Hah ! That means, ne—l[*l] take care, 
eo — 
Sir Greg. (Sternl) Look to it, fir! I am tefols- - 
ed. Lady Fancourt is of one of our firſt fanulics, 
has a fine eſtate, is in high favour at court. To te- 
ſuſe ſuch a match were idiotiſm, or lunacy. Inclins- 
tion? My age, ſtation, and character, demand reſ- 
pect: I am your natural guardian, counſellor, and 
| * 
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guide; make me your mirror; curb your paſſions ; 
follow good example, good advice, go-d morals. 
Keep Jour character clear, your cunduct chaſte, your 
conicience pure, and obey \ your betters. Mark nie, 
fir ; I am refolved! Inclinations indeed: 

—＋ (Peeping in at the door, and Mat) All 
is ready 

Sir Gre. (Afide) Scoundrel ! Hem! (Aloud) 
Inclinations indeed ! i 

Gregory. 


[ J 
Seym Why, ay. Riches, rank, and power, bought 
at the expence of perturbaiion, perjury, and—murder ! 
I know her heart: ſhe could not, would not, ſur- 
vive wy treachery ! 


SCENE V. 

Enter Lady Lovisa. 
* Well, Charles; what Kill in the moura- 
yr I anithe mok irreſolute, moſt childiſh, moft 


miſerable of men. 
Lady L. Ah; you have been to Paulina ? 


Som. World I had! I ſhould then ut leaf be 


jealous 
Lady L. Then Sir Gregory will be told! hut 
will become of us ? 
Sym. Your huſbard is wy friend ; I lore his 
amiable qualities; but they ere delicate, not daring: 
they would ſkrink and wither, at the touch of mixſor- 


| wy YI Tis true. 


Seym. 
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Seym. I, and I only, ſeem to have the power to 
preſ..:ve a fiſter, « friend, and a brother. But the 
means? Oh, did you know Paulina! Her mind, vaſt 
a .uminous, Extinguiſhed ? Trodden out, by me? 
—- thought! * "Y 

I. It it be fo ſtrong, there is no fear. 

Seym. lt has its weakneſs: I have mine. Read 

Lady L. From whom ? 

Seym. Paulina: thedeceived, afflicted, injured, yet 
ever faithful Paulina! Read. 


y | 
thy Paulina !”"—Poor dear girl !—What can be 
done ? 

| Seym. Something dreadful ! Something that ſhall 
teach youth the horrid torments attendant on decert ; 
that ſhall make me a fearful example of blind, raſh, 
unequal love! 
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SCENE VL 
The Painter”s. 
Mrs. Wilxixs and NannzrrE. 


Mrs. V. Fine airs, indeed! But 11 fend you 
on. (46 


Aude) Carogne ! 
Run in every body's debt, pay no tent, 
* upon your Faris truly! 


Mrs, WW. No leſs a perſon than Sir Gregory Old- 
wort 

Nan. {Struck with the name) Qui? Vat you 
ſay? Dee Chevalier Oldvort ? 
Mrs. . Shivalyay indeed? I fay, to Sir Gre- 
gory Oldwort ! 
Nan. Ah dien! Vhy you not tell ſo much ſoon 
| before? 


not? May be 

no; may be yes. That's their 8 ir. 1 have no- 

to do with 's private concerns. 

an. Ab, j'entens! | ſpeak mit Paulina, und, 

vhen dee Chevalier Oldrort is return, you tell a me ; 

et maus VErrens, M 
T's. 
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Au, . Well, well. But this motter mult be 
1 cautiouſly. 3 „ old gentieman mult not 
Nobody come in, while he is here. 
You underſtand me ? 
Nan. Oui, oni. Lets me do. 
You muſt not ſeem to know who he 


wy Mais, pourguoi ? Vat is det? 

M:s. N. Anau? I tell you, he would not be 
known for the world. So mind what 1 ſay, be cau- 
tious and compliant; or, remember—! [Exit, 

Nan. Bon dien Dee Chevalier Oldvort! Vat 
fall I vill do ? 


SCENE Vl. 
Enter Craig. 
(With great cheerfulm/«) 


Craig. Ah! Nannette ! 

Nan. Eh bien P 

Craig. I am in high ſpirits! I have had an inter- 
lordſhip. 


view wich his 

Nan. Bon.- 

Craig. He is well * 
talked to me on terms of equality r once, Nei 
minded me that he was a es A _ 
— He is a man of ſenſe : | 

= Ah, ha ! Vat he vas pay you? 


nat {Not attending te ber) He pleaſed me 
72 


Nan. He vas pay you mit money ? 

Craig. Curſe money! Meniion money to me? 
No; be treated me like a gentlewan : 

Nan. Comment ! 

Craig. (Inattentive to ber) Diſcourſed with eaſe; 
praiſed ny pictures; 

Nan. Und vas not give you pay mit money ? 

Craig. Pointed dt their be:uties, frankly told me 
| their dec 

E A. in. 
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Nan. Patiente! He not pi mit inoney ? 
Craig. Peace! Wonian. . ney ! Do you 
forget who | am? You ure determined to put me in 
an ill humour. 
Wes. Tenrage! Hete is dee vilaine landlady ſhe 
turn us all out, our head mit dee door. 
Craig. Ha! More dunning? More? Well, 


Nav. She put us mit dee priſon, and ſhe make us 
all ſtarve und die mit hunger. 

Craig. Me; not you 1 defy her malice. 

Nan. Vat you fay? —Not me ?—You go to pri- 
ſon, you ſtarve mit hunger, und 1 not go to "Y 
not ſtarve mit hunger, too ? 

Craig. Woman, I have already too many obli- 
gations to 

Nan. Mais Ceft trop! am live mit you twenty 
year; | am nurſe your ſhile; I am cie wit your 
wife, ma pauvre maitreſſe ; I am eat mit you, drink 
mit you, lavgh mit you, cry mit you, and | am not 
go to priſon mit you? I am not die mit hunger wit 
you? Barbare! 

Craig. Oh this ſtubborn heart! —Good affec- 
tionate creature (Taking ber bend) Yes, Nannerte, 

if fo it muſt be we'll rot, ſtarve, and die 

Nan. (Eageriy hiffeng his hand) Mon bon meitre! 
Mon cher ami! You alvays ave dee heart—Tenez— 
So big! Comme a Making a rircle over ber whole 
Laſom) Und I ave dee heart ſo big, two. 

Craig. Sv thou haft, Nanne:te. I have tried it, 
and hope yet 10 fee it rewarded—Bur this money 
This tile contamirating traffic—I muſt ſubmit. 
Tim 10 be paid this afternoon. The fteward was out, 
and I, ttadeſu.an like, muſt call again. 

Nan. Ha! Dat is mit vhat dee Milors pay dere 
<Jebt: call again! Call again ? Ha! 1 ys a lofe 
call again. [Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE vn. 
Changes to the Howe of. Sir Gar conv OLDwoar. 
Enter Lady Louisa meeting CnaALIIS. 


Lady L. Oh, brother! 

Seym. What is the matter ? 

Lady L. All is over! T'am betrayed ! 
Sezm. How? 


him to continue his viſrts to her: the had juſt received 
a letter for me, had flript off the cover and laid it for 


Sir Greg. (Sternhy) Silence, ſic Will you pleaſe 
to _ bs fnr yo Rl the water he he 
_ £2 L. If 1 might hope ee. 


Sir Greg. Will you read me the letter ? | 
| | E 2 Se 3m 
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Sezym. Your anger, fir, overpowers my ſiſter. 
Sir * 1 Silence, once more — Tout name is 


——z L. {Falling on ber knee) It is, fir. 

Sir Greg. to leave this houſe. 

Lady L. For the love of pi 

Sir Greg, Prep re to leave this houſe. 

Lady I.. I am fatherleſs, I am fortuneleis, I am 
in your power: you are my uncle; —— Goa 


7-4 2 Left in indi 
R 6 1 2 


foſtered, I — 


ble charity ! 
22 ESE which I laboured is 


—_ you too, with your Yi otro) Nay, if av 
| hour hence I find you here, madam, the next hour 
ſhall rid me of you both! 
[Exit throwing down the letter. 


SCENE x. 
S:rnovs, Lady Louisa. 


Seym. (Pickirg it wp) Be comfored, Loviſa. 
Then 2 ] am 
row your only proteQor: it is fit I ſhould devote 
viel? 1 Were it only myſelf—? "Tis madneſs, and 

miſery ! But it muſt be done. 
Lady I. Not for me! You ſhall not be miſer- 
able for me! 
Lern. Every duty calls upon me; and, in addi- 
dion 
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tion to them all, the ſalvation of a ſiſter ! It ſhall 


Lady Faxcourr, Mrs. Wilkins. | 


Lab 5. IN OT « hone. ſay you? 

Mrs. W. She will ſoon be back, my lady. I 
think 1 hear her voice below, now. | 
Lagy F. (Aid) Why am I here? Rivalled by an 
obſcure vaproteRed indigent creatme? I? Flanered 
and purſueſ as 1 have been, for my beauty, rank and 
riches, . 1 * in 
eavying, nay ing a low born gul, whom 
have never cen? 44 e 
forget my better reaſon and my proud ſortunes? 
miracle is the ; and what poor pitiable thing am I? 


E 3 SCENE 
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SCENE II. 


Enter Paving. 


Lady F. tands Why 

beautiful! off — * oo fo 
Joul !—Pray leave us. Exit Mrs Walkin] 
Your name is Paulina? 


madam. 


Pau. It is, 
Ledy F. (4 111 
am came to 


Take coutage: ſpeak 
deniiments fr Dy _ 


. Pax. I ſhould be forry, madam, to need the 
cagtion, Being conſcious of no ill, 1 know not 
or what I ought to ſear. 
F. „ Indeed ! So firm ? 


n 


Pau. Ufually, but unworthily. 'Tis ti e degra- 
dation of mind to fear any thing, but guilr. 


wealth, rank 


Lady F. (Aide) Wonderful 1—1 had heard of 


your beauty, and am ſurpriſed at your uncerſtand- 


They are both of them accidents. If 1 
poſſeſs them, I can but ill explain how, or why. 
_ TadyF. GW 
Do you know me ? 

Pau. No. 

Lady F. Do you know—Mr. Seymour ? 15 
Pau. Madam! + | 
1 .ady F. Does your firmneſs leave you? 

Fun. No: but the queſtion is abrupy 

Lady F. Does it offend? 

Paw There is ſomething in you, madam, which 
aſſures me it is not your cuſtom to intend offence; and 
J will not think you intend it now. 

Tat F. (Ahle This is ſtrange —— 
. J 


= 
15 
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juft, ͤK4ͤ „„ Tis 
amazing I came to reaſon with you, to warn you. 
Pau. Againſt what ? 
| Lady F. Miſtake, miſery, crime: the deſertion 
of duty, the contempt of the world, and the hatred 
of him whom your allurements have inveigled. 
Pau. (Supp ein paſſion) Madam, 1 will again 
you do not intend to wound ; I will there- 
fore . 
am young, have neither the wealth, rank, nor power 
you ſeem to revere ; yet | am no inveigler. 
_— Your ſpirit is high! 
I mean it to be no more than juſt ; if I ex- 


Wo 27. 75 
—— orunny f 
the conſequences— 


_—-— 


= "Of what ? 
lady F. A union ſo unequal ! 

Pau. I bave thought, and cen diſcover no true in- 
„ but between virtue and wice. 


is the lurking motive. So that our own petty con- 
cerns do but proſper, we care not though the world 
go to wreck ! 

Pau. Convince me of any v I ſhall. do to 
Seymour or to juſtice, and I will martyrdom 


Lat F. Thus we palliate our errors. Selfiſhneſs 


rather than commit it. For the mere forms and 


rules of an arrogant and intereſled world 3 have but 
little reſpect. 

Ia F. 4) She sims to tower 
Am 1-unjuſt? Is it not pride in her? Is f 
ſumption ? In ſome gifts perhaps my equal, i 
ſurely ſhe is my inferior. And mall | cede the high 
4. the dear affeQions of the heart? But 
their paſſion in mutual. Be it ſo: what is it but mu- 
taal ly My views are rational. my motives dig- 
nified, and merit ſucceſs. Her's are romantic, fatal 
to order and the peace of families, and muſt be, ſhall 
be fruſtrated. 


SCENE 


a 
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SCENE Hl. 
Re-enter Mrs. Wirz ins. 


ed? . laims, the; —— 
of wwea nk ji But ſhe 
declares her views on Seymour! Where is he ? Why 


SCENE w. 
| Enter NannarTn 
T” | 
Pan. (Suddenly flarti up and running to ber) 
Manatee! Hh toi for hn? Hoo he” cond: way 
letter? Will he come? | 
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Pax. (Wildy) No anſwer : No anſwer ? 

Nan. Mais impatience ! He is not write 
mit anſwer; but he is vill be here, now by and by. 

Pau. Will he? Will he 7 Oh, yes ! Do I not 
know my > How ſhall I expiate the fre- 
_— hb faith, of which I have lately 

gui 
Nan. Chut! Taiſez veus! Your fader is come. 


SCENE V. 


Paz. - And why ? 
Craig. 2, 


touch. 


«ix. Buſineſs. Following my trade. Doing as 
1 was bed, and ſigning a receipt in full, with a bow, 


it. | 
40. 


5 
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. If you think labour an indignity, you are 


Craig. What, ſo much per day? Well No 
raatter. But how has it happened that you, the frievd 
, art, have ablented yourſelf for = whole 


ig- Various. I have a picture | with to ſhew 
fill wants a few touches 1 have left it in 
| pou bare the goodneſs to wait a 


moment? 


SCENE VI. 
1 My 
Pauting runs to Sanol. ; 


Pax. My Seymour! (Looking aftly R 
moment, — — Jratebing be — My 
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nn Grids, 
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from you, fir, and all whoſe hearts and 1 
equally generous and noble It is the progrels of ſe- 
„ 


Craig. Plea I knew it mult incite terror! 
— This (Pho) 1 i of 4:2 ua 
have imagined— 
S. Perjury 
Craig. 


gone 
gi (nk nth bark — 

bis a diſtances on and a deep gulph in 
hes the heroine bere. — 2 11 
the only guardian they dared to truſt, a faĩthſul maſ- 
tiff. Oblerve theſe crairs. Behold her, with all her 
native candor and confidence, waiting for her ex- 
1 and imagining all his Cater qualities 
of foul ; while the godlike pifture her fancy fe forms, 
of him and his high deſerts, beams in her eyes, and 
illuminates her countenance !—How 2 
the fr of a heart ſo pure and unſuſpecting. when 
the moment comes? Is it not an i 


= A ſubject of terror ! horror! madneſs ! 
_— (Quitting the piture) Yes, madneſs is 
incipal features—A 


frer depicting the 
___ when ſhe hears the perjured ſeducer 


— nge; marriage with another, after ſhewing 
her in all the agonies of deſpa ir, imploring at his ſect 
1 ons ET. * 

| Paulina appears ts „ af this mo- 
e which ſbe muſt ex- 
preſs in ation, and run precipitately out of the cham. 
ber-dqor. that leads to the fireet. That this may be 
perceptible, an interruption a be put to the Pain- 
ters deſcription, by the embarraſſment of Seymour ; 
| * bis of mind Pa 2 „ unable to 

| ſuſtain the angut mind be feels. aig whely 
— by bis 4 


Seym. 
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Jean. Oh! Infupportable! N 
Craig. Ay !—Inſupportable indeed, to a mind 

like yours; even though but in imagination—What 

then will you feel when you ſhall behold a form fo 
lovely, ſo angelic, and innocence ſo unſuſpecting, de- 
prived of reaſon ; confined in a madhauſe; ſurround- 
ed by miſerable objects; firaw, bread, water, and 
mercileſs keepers ; who vainly attempt, with chains 
and ſcourges. to expel phrenzy ? 

Ceym. Peace! | 

Craig. Mr. Seymour! | 

Seym. Silence! I ſey— Proceed no farther ; if 

c 
Craig. (Alarmed) I meant | 
Seym. Forbear! !?! [Exit : diflraftedh. 
Craig. It is & !—Is it imagination, or— ? 

me in. 


SCENE IX 
Tater Lady Lovisa Cour ron. 


Lady IL. Is your name Craig, fir? 
Craig. It is, madim. 
within! 


ur dau - 
dhe was here this minute! 


Lady L. Is your 
3 


SCENE xX. 
Enter Nau nzrrx, 8 and cloak over 


ar nm. 

Nan. Eh! Vat you vant? 
Craig. Where is Paulina ? 
Nan. Te ne ſgais pas. She vas run out, und [ 
am run after. Exit: in great hafte. 


F . SCENE 
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SCENE KI. 


 Caaic, Lady Lovisa. 


Craig. Nannette ! What is the matter with the 
woman ? 3 

Lady L. (Ade) I fear all is not right — How 
Mall 1 begin ?—My bufineſs here, fir, excuſe my 
frankneſs, 18, if poſſible, to gain the friendſhip of you 
e 1 ** 

aig. ) Your appearance ra 

and the 824 the hack neyed anſwers of po- 
liteneſs would be. Madam, you do us honour.” 
But I—I once was—No matter. I ama painter: a 


worker in oils - but no fawner. Misfortune | fear has 


made me a little peeviſh ; perhaps a little proud. and 
Friends 2—!l doubt we are not fi'ted to be friends. 
1 Why not ?—Mr. Seymour is my bro- 


Craig. Indeed !—Then you are a happy ſiſter. 
Lach L. Ah!—We all have our forrows: I have 
mine l You ate above ceremony—1 have a carriage 
waiting and a commiſſion fron Lady Fancourt ; an 
invitation to dine with us. 
Craig. MeZ—Parvon me. I muſt not be exhibit- 
ed. 1 know my diſtance, and I will keep it. No 
ſootman ſhall ſneer over wy ſhoulder. No lady ſha)l 
act civility to keep me from finking in her preſence. 
No lord ſhall put his half-dozen inſipid interrogacories, 
to convince me he has not quite forgotten I am of the 
ſpeaking ſpecies—A little fore, here—l have been 
ſcourged—1 once ſaw ſunſhine, afar off—Clouds ! 
Ciouds ! | 
Lady L. You love your ari? 
Craig. With a burning real! 
Lady I.. Then why deſpiſe to practiſe it? 


Craig. What! Genius labouiing for ſcraps, and 1 


even they denied aim? Miſery his atiendunt ; priſons 
in proipect ; penury goading ; famine gazing at him! 


oe Bofils mi Gay en DA Gf Pim o fred, 


* . 1. 
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Lady L. (Afide) 1 muſt fpeak—Your daugh- 

Craig. Ay! There's the laſh—Yet why? Ineſti- 
mahle girl! My heart is ſull of her image ! 

Lady I. What pity it is parental joys ſhould be ſo 
frequently embittered ! | 
Craig. Never, here. No tyranny, no ſuſpicion, 
here. We know from whom we derive—Afﬀediaon, 
expanſion of heart are our inmates: not trick, 
Jealouſy, and concealment. 
Lady L. (Afide) How will he ſupport it ? There 
is one fatal, yet univerſal, intruder, Love 

Craig. Diſturbs the peace of molt fathers, but not 
mine Were the daughter of Cam Were my 
daughter in love, | ſhould be her fiſt confidant. 

Lady L. And ie you then ſo little read in the 
ho heart, and its terrors ; efpecially the female 

it 

_ (Alarmed) Do theſe queſtions point at 
me . 

Lady L. Be calm. Tell me; how would you at 
* a young man of rank demand your daughter's 

Craig. Refuſe him. Not but Paulina might 
unbluihingly have placed her tool beſide the canopies 
of princes, had not I, her father, been unjuſtly ſoi ced 
to handle bruſhes! i 
Lady L. And is that a ftain? | 

Craig. Indelible ! So 'tis thought. 

Lady L. By prejudice and folly. 

Craig. Your brother is a youth of ten thouſand : 
I reſp*Q and love his virtues : yet, were even he to 
aſt my Paulina, he would meet a denial. 

Lady L. Sir! FORTY 

Craig. Shall I ſtand at humble diftance in the pre- 
ſence of him by whom Lb ought to be treated with 
paternal reſpect; and crouch, and bend, when it 
might become me to exert the influence of reaſon, 
that I might prevent or redreſs error; and thus menn- 
!y deſert both duty 8nd ſelf-efteem ? There are 
nobility of birth and nuvility of heart: the former 


1 1 2 EE but 
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but few enjoy; the litter many a poor and many a 
neglected nar, in common with myſelſf, poſſeſs. 

Lady L. Well, fir, poſſeſſing that nobility, the 
Other is a trifling wan: 

Craig. Tis a want unknown to me: I am— 
Lady L. Sir ?—(£fide) One effort more—You 

are acquainted with Sir {regory Cldwort ? 

Craig. ( Indiguant iy) Forbear to mention him. 
Your pardon!—His name is poiſon to me. 

Craig. Rwetul yrannical ! 

Lok. But or * FO 

2 1 (Proudly name 1s Craig ! 
1 8 ampi ell! — 
| — By marriage, I am his brother. 

Lady L. Amaement! 

Craig. "Tis eighteen years fince laſt I ſaw him. 

lab L. Le is my uncle. 
Craig (Pauſe) And Seymour your brother ? 
Lady L. Yes. Nay more, the lover of— 
Craig. Whom? 


SCENE KI. 


Enter NannzertrTe, in great diftreſs. 
Nan. Ah! % 
na ? Vas the not be come back ? 
Craig. (With terror) Is ſhe not within? 
Nan. Mon Dieu, no! 1 GRIT > 


Nan. 1111 
und den ſhe is gone ; und den I am be here, und be 
dere, und be every vhere, mitout I find her. 

Creig. A thouſand horrors ruſh upon me !—If 
Seymour have ſeduced my Paulina; have—Oh ! 


Exit furiouſly. 
Lady L, Heavens! Mr, Campbell! 2 
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| Nan. Ab ma pauvre mai Mine friend! 
Mine he! Var Bl 1 vil do? [Exit. 


8 CEN E XIII. 
Changes to the Drawing Room of Lady Faxcoukrt : 
Her ladyſhip ſeated at a table 


Lady F. H cannot forget ber! A form ſo intereſt · 

ing. a mind ſo „ courage ſo chaſtened, yet ſo 
! And muſt they marry? Has ſhe. 

no equal ? ? Are riches, tank, and lady. Fancourt ſo 
poor a counterpotſe ? Marry? It muſt not, ſhall 
not, $_ not to be. ( Voi ſe without. 
Serwant. (Without) You muſt not, Madam ? 
Pau. 1 wal! Teil! 
Lady F. Bleſs me 
Par. Let me pals! I will ſee her! I will! 


SCEN-E XIV. 


Enter Paulina: runs difirattedly and throws 
| berſelf at the feet of Lady Fancounr. 


Pan. Hear me, madam/! I'll never quit this place 
till you have heard, have granted my prayer. 
Lady F. What does this mean? 

Pau, Reſtore him to me ! Reſtore him to me ! 

Lady F. Whom ? 

Pex. My all! My Heaven on earth! He is mine! 
—[ am a wretched diltraQed creature ; once the 
happieſt of women! 

Lady F. Forbear ! 

Pax. You ſhall not go! He is mine! Saints and. 
angels bear witneſs, he is mine You have ſtolen him 
me of his heart; 22 


Lady F. Are you frantic? 
Pau, Would I were! Dut ſoon I ſhall be. Give 


me ; 
— 3 L . 
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Lady F. I give? 
Pau. To take my life were little. Oh, madam, 


you are noble ; your anceſtors no doubt were magna- 
nimous ; but is i noble, is it animous, to rob 
a poor lunatic creature of the only treaſure ſhe bas 0n 


earth ? 


Lad 
Fan. Calm! And loſe my Seymour ? Never ! 
Never ! Madneſs is all I have to to hope! 

| Lady F. Riſe, | fay! Leave me! . 

Pau. I will not riſe; 1 will not quit this ſpot! 


Wh ? Do | 
1 21. 2 H edd 
SCENE XV. 


Enter 8 Li. 
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Par. Do you promiſe ? * 

Lach L. I do. 

Pau. I ſhall ſee him? 

Lady L. Yes. 

| Pau, (Half frantically) Promiſe ? Promiſe ?— 

are hourly broken ! You are not man? Yeu 

are not a promiſe- breaker? 

Lady L. Quiet this agitation : you ſhall ſee him. 
Pau, Then you are an angel, ſent from heaven ! 


Lady L. Mr Seymour promiſed you marriage ? 
Pau. Earth and heaven heard his oaths! 1 am 
fure he loves me! No z he cannot be perjured! 
Cruel parents only can oppoſe our bliſs! 

Lady L. What if the marriage ſhould make him 
wretched ? 

Pau. Impoſſible! Impoſſible! Do IT not know 
how I ſhould cheriſh, how | ſhould adore him; how 
I ſhould ſtudy day and night for his happineſs ?—He 
tells me he has a ſiſter Oh ? Could 1 but 
fee her; could I but ſpeak to ber! 

J. I am that ſiſter. 
(Falling on ber knees and laſping ber hands) 
— have mercy acai 


8C ENE XVII. 
Tnter Craig. 


Lady 

Pau. 
Mercy 
tracted 


, Where is my child? Where is my Pau- 
= (Terrified fints on a ſopha) My father's 


voice ! 
Craig. Havel found thee ? Come ! Come to thy 


| wretched father! 

Lady L. Be not too haſty, fir! 

Craig. Deteſted be the arts that have ſeduced my 
Lady L. Paſſion may increaſe, but cannot correct 


Craig. 


error Mr. 
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Craig. A father malediction purſue him! + 

Pau. (With ſudden and exceſſive energy) Hear 
not, oh mercy omnipotent, hear not a father s curſe ! 

Z.ady L. If you love your daughter, be patient. 
Her paſhons are not in a ſtate to be {ported with. Tis 


rowing late; I will convey her home; wall 
2 * i 


n 
SCENE I. 


The Drawing roeem- of Lady Faxcovar. 
Seraour and . Louisa, meeting. 


i 8. Lady. Fancourt riſen ? 
Lady L. 12 and has enquired for you : appears 
, and reſolves again to viſt Pauline 
= e 
t. and I fear painful, w hea your 
relationſhip ro Paulina. Dear girl! My heart yearns: 
You! have ſeen her ? 


2 Er | 
-* yeſterday. it for ia pare to my wncle Camp- 
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Lady L. What? 
Seym. I tremble to diſcover, yet am on the rack 
till I know. Be the conſequences what they will, I 
am determined rather to relinquiſh life than Paulina. 
I wiſh therefore to avoid Lady Fancourt, till her 
mind is more calm. | 

Lach L. Awvy then, I will be ready, if any 
thing ſhovld happen. 

Sera. I dread her, I drend my uncle, noy I dread 
Mr. Campbell. The proſpect before us is 1errific; . 
but we muſt on—Be it as it will, you ſhall ſhare my 


fortunes. | 
Lady Z. Generous Charles ! [Exeunt. 
SCENE II. 
The Painting-room. 


Sir Garconr fitting 1 C aal for bis portrait. 


Sir Greg. Then you think the men of former ages 
were guilty of as great vices as thoſe of the preſent ? 

Craig. Keep your mouth ſhut—Greater : but 
they did not make a ſyſtem of vice 3 they were 
hurried into it by their paſors. Theirs were the 
crimes of men. is a diſgraceful, a contemptt- 
ble meanneſs in the vices, as well as the perions of 
the preſent puny race ; and neither their paſhons oor 
their bodies have ſufficient | to make them 
commir acts, that can entitle them io reſ 

Sir Greg. (Riſes with animation) It they fight a 
duel, it is not in the heat of anger, and deſire of re- 
venge; but it is done with as much ceremony and 
civility as if they were going to walk a minuet, or fip 
a diſh of tea: ay and as little danger, too ; for, as 
they manage the matter, there is ten times more terror 
in a crabtree cudgel than in lead ard ſteel. 

Craig. Why as to the merit, or virtue, of fight= 
ing duels, either in the old mode or the new, 1 
believe we bad beitet uot taik of that. _ 

ir 
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Sir Greg. The veſtiges of anc ent independence 
are wearing away. It makes my very heart ache to 
ſee the poor remains of towers, that once defied the 
ſury of tyrants, and the war of elements, lye 
mouldering in ruins. | 

Craig. If we ereQ a building, now, it is in ſuch 
« light, 2 unſubſtantial ſtyle, that a piſtol 
bullet would demoliſh it. A caſtle of cobwebs, 
ſpun in July, and bruſhed away in November. 

Sir Greg Sir, you are a man of ſenſe. 

Craig. And, as to our commeice, we have poi- 
ſoned the people with our teas, ſpices, and ſpirits. 
We ſend to China for pipkins, 10 Hudſon's Bay for 
cat's ſkins, to Venice for window alias vice blinds, 
and to Leghorn for toothpicks and fiddleſtiings : and, 
that the lower pirt of the community may not have 


the power io reproach and deſpiſe their leaders, vice, 


diſeaſe, and deſtruction ure imported in ſhip loads, 
and parcelled out in pennyworths. 

Ser Greg. Sir, your converſation pleaſes me. 
Hem ! When will your daughter be within ? 

Craig. bteieniiy, preſently. | FS 

Sir Greg. I ſhould be glad to ſee if ſhe be an. 
handfome as you have painted her. 
Craig. Painted! Where are the colours that can 
equal Paulina? | | 

Sir Greg. Hay! Is her name Paulina ? 
Craig. Ceriainly. Why not? 
Sir Greg. Huſh ! Did not I hear a noiſe 7 — Have 
you many viſitors 7 
HW Very few. I have not been long in Eng- 


Sir Ereg. Where does that door go to? 

Craig My daughter's bedroom, 

Sir Gr I don't chooſq to be ſeen. If any body: 
ſhould come, Vil ſtep in there. 

Craig Will you? You mult afk my leave firſt. 

Sir Greg. | wiſh ſhe would come! I am quite 
impatient ta ſee her. 

Craig. Indeed! He's a whimſical old fellow. 
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Sir Greg. (Liflening and ſuſpecb ing) Hay ?— 
No—Nothing—if ever you ſhould meet me in the 
ſtreet, take no notice of me. 

Craig. Notice you! Sir, I notice no man who 
is unwilling to notice me. (A lend rapping at the 
fireet door | | 

Sir Greg. Oh, the devil! — Who's there ?— 
Quick! Quick! Niy hat, and cloak! 

Craig. Does he think | am his, foorman ? 

Sir Greg. I would not be ſeen for « thouſand 
nds! Can't you let me in there? | 

Craig. I tell you, na. 

Sir Greg. Have you no beck way? ; 

Craig. Back !-—What do you take us for ; coin- 
ers, or courtiers ? We dare daylight; and, though 
poor, look the world ia the face. 


SCENE III. 
Enter Muscaprt. 


Muſe. *Sdeath, miſter, what dark ftairs you 
have / 3 
Craig. If you had ſent me notice of your coin - 
Ing, fir, I would have had them lighted. | 

Muſc. Anon! Whit were you pleaſed to remark, 
 aniſter ? (Secing Sir Gregory, in bis cloak and ſouched 
kat) What ftrange ani! nave we here I think 
have ſo ewhere deen ſuch an * — 
{Walks round and ſurveys Sir Gregory) I beg your 
vn 4 miſter ! (Str Gregery feigns a tiolent cough, 
ena pulls his bat cle er ove” his eyes) | | 

Craig. Are you ill, fir? — | 

Muſc. (Laying hold of bim) Ay, are you ill, fir? 
{Sir Gregory twifts himſelf angrily fron Muſe ice] 
and continues coughing) : | 

Sir Greg. (Aide. te Mr. Craig) Ill wait below, 
in Mrs, Wilkins's parlou', ti'l he is gone. [Exit. 

Craig. As you picaſe, fir, 


SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 
| Crate and Muncaver. | 
Muſe. (Viewing the portrait) So, ſo! My old 
friend, Sir — !—Tolerably hit off, egad. 
han * Craig) Why, you ſeem to have à knack, mi- 
"Craig 1 am not uſed to ſuch 


freedoms! 
and tetchy: I'll play 
I 7. miſter— What is your 


Craig. My rame, fir, is Craig. 
_ pilture) — 


ig. (Increaſing anger) My name is Craig. 
Muſe. You are right. But L will be taken in pro- 
file, u1ſter—TJones. | 
Craig. Sir, I ſaid Craig. 
Muſe. Yes, there was jones of Flintſhire, colonel 
of the Welch Fuzileers: very much of a gentleman, 
and ruiued 1 any ten men 
in the regiment. I ſuppoſe you are his natural ſon, 
IO (Enreged) Sir I know nothing of Jones, 
_ ing 
8 or Welch Fuzileers; my name 


"Maſe. True. And fo the colonel put you to = 
niner ? A flight premium, and a quick riddance. 
managed his pleaſures with economy. 

Craig. ls he mad, or deaf?—l am afraid, fir, 1 
did not (peak loud enough! My name is Craig !—f 
never— 


12 and N 
W 
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Craig. (Turning to face bim) Jones, Noe. | 
Mee (Taking auf} and flaring) An't phaſe 
Craig. 1 Was BRED TO TAE MOST USELESS, 
AND OFTEN THE MOST WORTHLESS: OF ALL 


PROFESSIONS 3 THAT OF A GENTLEMAN,* 
Muſe 7 | 
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SCENE V. 
Enter Paulina and NAnNETTE- 


Craig. There's the door, fir. 
Maſe La, la, la, la, la. The colouring not 
10 
Pau. You ſeem ruffled, fir? 

Craig Do you ſee that biped, Paulina ? 

Pau. Sit! 

Craig. That thing pretends to bave had an amour 
e. Ha ho Turning bis Glaſs Paulina) 

ha ! ( s to 

one honour! 


raig. moſt impenetrable 8 
Muſe ti Infinitely beyond my expectations! 


aig. Firſt baptizing and an bod 
79. She is really 
Craig. A top! would toſs him out of the 
6 another odd how below, who 
is waiting to ſee you. 
Pau. Me, fir? 
Nan. (Afide to Paulina) Ceft lui. 
Muſc. (Afide) What's this? Some ſecret ? Sey- 
mou, 1 ſuppoſe. | , 
Par. Whois he, fir? 
+ 7 ky ee Muſcadel liflening ing) M 
Nan. (Ad 1 P u on 
dien! * Chewalier Old vort! Ceft bon [oncle \ 
Muſc. (Aide) Hay ! Oldwort! Uncle! 
Craig. won't tell his name. I am afraid his 
conſcieace is none of the beſt, * 
ing ſeen, or known. | 


1 (Ait) Yes, yes; tis Sir Gregory! The 
"She 
i . I'll ſend him up to you. (Turning to Muf- 
cadet) far. 
4 re * 


I will go to him, 
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Craig. No, no—(Louder) Miſter—Jones ! 
ATujc. La, la, la, la, la. 
1 (very loud) This way if you pleaſe, miſter 
— Jones. 
Muſe. ( Afede) The fellow is determined ; but I'll 
ive him the flip. I'll know what's going 6n. La, 


SCENE VI. 


PavLing, Nannerre. 


Pau. Why am I thus agitated ? Too much already 
I have been the creature of paſſion; ſhaken by terror, 
actuated by (elif. Oh! "Tis unworthy ! Yet ſtill and 
fill my fears ſubdue my better reaſon ! 

Nan, I am vill be ſo happy! Z'oncle come and 
make a lofe mit you, und you make a lofe mit die 
2 ceſt tout nature und den! Ab je ſuis exta- 


Pau. My Mother's perſccutor and my father's 
bitter foe : ſhould | fo 12meniber h'm? t were 
unjuſt, What he is, not what he has been, is the 
true queſtion. Butthere's the doubt ? Why does be 
ſeek me? With what intent? He knows not who 1 
am! Appearances are all ſuſpicious! Yet why this 
culpable propenſity to condemn unheard ? * | is per- 
nicious ! Tis hateſul! Why not hope the beſt ? 
Nan. He come! Retirez wous un moment : wite, 
vite 1 


s c EN VI. 
Enter McSCaDe L: peeping.. 


Muſc. So, ſo! There they go! I may chance to 
make ſome nctable diſcoveries here. If 1hey would 
but ſerve me with _ Farcourt !—She has uſed 

| o we 
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— my ! But no _—_— * 
range things, and in— This Sir y ! 
The old poacher ! His portrait the ! The 
rival of his ! Yet as cynical, ilious and 
ſurely as if he were a ſaint. (Liflens) is comi 
(Looking round) Wiy, ay; theſe pictures are 
convenient hiding places. [Muſcade] goes behind 
piltures. | 


SCENE VIII. 


Enter Sir Ga R GORY: with bis cloak and bat on, 
Firſt luking in, then advancing cautiouſly. 
Sir ' Jey ! Here is here ! (Trees 
Muſc. (Ai,) Yes but there is. 
Sir Greg. Locked faſt. (Returns to the entrance 
door and calls) Miſs !—Y' lady !-—I am afraid 


| Maſe. (Afde) That's a lie, however, f 
| Greg. And as many antics as a dancing dog. | 


! 

r. { Afede) Vl tickle you! 

2 I hope I run no riſk here. Malicious 
tongues are always buſy; and a character is like 
a gameſter's money, very difficult to keep, and when 
loſt ſtill more difficult ro regain—Mifſs Calling) 
Here's ſomebody ! (Harriee on bis cloak) denne 
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SCENE 1X. 

Enter Paulina. 

_ Pau. (Afede) Yet, not yet firm! Still ia trepida- 
10, . 'Tis ſhe! 


Sir G 
Pau. 7 
off bis cloak) She's an angel! 


Sir Greg 
An angel! 7 yep A, 
1 Bad, bad! : 
Sir Greg. Hem! Young lady—What carnation 
in her checks !—I have ** myſelf the honour to 
— That is, Mis. Wilkios—(Cautioufly turning to 


wach the entrance 
Pan (Afide) My fears are too true! 
Sir G. The fineſt eyes I ever beheld ! 
Muſc. (Peeping) The old finner ! 
Sir Greg. | have an ambition to be better ac- 
qua nted with you. 
Pau. ( Afide) Fie! What looks! Alas, thus the 
little hope I had is flown.” | 
Sir What paſſion in her features! What 
modeſty ! love modeſty. 
1 (Afde) As a hawk does a dove, to be the 


Sir Greg. You are a moſt ſweet enchanting 
and I hope you have a compaſſionate boſom. * 


Pax. (Afide) How tenfold ugly is vice coupled 
with age! 
—— rin fare you have Wort you ſpeck to 


* (Ade) The carnal old coager! 
Pan. (Afide) My recolleQion fails me! How 
bond I anſwer him? Ought boary ſeduCtion like 


this to paſs unreproved ?. 
Sir „Don't be Ames. You can't think 


how kind "will be to you ! (Muſcadel in moving 


throws down a pifure) "Whats that? Snatching up - 
bis cloak) - F 
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Pax. Oh what an eternal tormentor is à guilty 


. 
Sir ſee nothing !—Perhaps it was that 
down bis cloat) Ay! 1 will be fo 


pure? Phang e 1 
en Les unto, 8 


ationſhip == the eternal eſſence of virtue? 
What are perſons I Guilt is ever guilt, and ever 


ous. 
Greg. What elegance of form !—If 


Sir 
but have the happineſs to win and wind myſelf i 


your affections (taking bold ber band) 
Pau. RR of 


Maſe, Cape) Bo, fo 

( ! | 
3 pe! Bayt The 
I tor of venial errors de- 
willed inexorable and cruel to the very virtues virtues of 


others; ſternly robirg yourſelf in the tyrannous au- 
thority of cuſtom, tas. hon the beneficence of of jut 
prac- 


Greg. Why ? 
Civ 
Muſc. (Afide) Heydey! 

Pau. Were theſe, mea 
tices? I came esgerly wiſhing to 
the endearing name of uncle l 

Sir Greg Madam]. 

Mac. Aide) Uncle? 

Fan. My heart beat high with the hope that age 
had increaſed your wiſdom, that your affedions were 
ſoftened, and thar- you were become tre friend of the 
unfortunate, the guide of the Sebi ade cont- 
lation of che ſallen. | 
Sar Greg. Uncle? 
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Pax. No Here all ſuch claims end. Henceforth 


= og forgotten. Farewell. There is no refati- 
— Exit. 


SCENE X. 
Fir Gas cen and Muscat. 


Maſe (Vid Very odd. 
b i et unaceoun table 
A dadead 'p!—Uncle! Siſter! ( Muſcadel purpoſely 
throws down the eaſe!) Mercy on me!—Let me 
begone. (Puts on his cloak and bat) Her diſcourſe 


was very ſtr ange—lt has perrified me! (Goingy 1 
wiſh | wa aſe xr home! 


rh Sir Gre 
— 2 my ſoul!— What's that? 
rig | Sir Gregory: 


Si Greg. * (Sees Muſcadel and 
begins to 
* Muſc. 28 baronet! Coughing won't do: 
you can'r eſcape this dime. (Runzing and ſeining 
bim 


) 

Sir Greg. I niuſt beg, u 

Muſc Come, come, unmalk ! 

Sir Greg. I infilt, fir—! 

Muſeo. Ot! What you won't know we ? 


SCENE XK. 
Emer Mrs Wil zins: in „ fright. 


Mrs. V. Oh lord, Sir Gregory ! What ſhall we 
do? 
Sir Greg, What's the matter, woman? Is there 
an caithquake? I was halt terrified to death before ; 
would you kill me quite ? 

Mrs. W. Dear we! bere's Lady Fancourt ogain ! 

Sir Greg, What? 


Muſe 
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Muſc. How? 

Mrs. W. As true as I am a woman! 

Sir G. Let me begone! 

Ars. i. Oh lord ! You can't, Sir C » ſhe 
is ſpeaking at the ſtairſoot with Miſs — and 
they are n p in a moment. 

hat will become of me? Don't betray 
me, Me Muſcadel! (Eztreme trepidation) For 
heaven's ſake, don't betray me 

Muſc. Follow my . hide behind theſe 
pictures. There's 5 your own placed ready for the 
purpoſe. 

Mrs. W. She is bringing Miſs Paulina vp here, 
to talk with her. 

Ah, ha! I ſhall be glad to fee how her 


ladyſhip's * © a works (Goes wp to Sir Gregory) 


9 
i Greg (Peeping) Be true to me ; don't diſcover 
be 2 — friend. I'll bring you 
ins — elle you ſhall fit for my no Lo. 
Muſe. Cloſe, cloſe! (Coming I know | 
you, Mammon! You will tell a different tale to- 
morrow. Pm a coxcomb, am T rl — you! 
Mrs. V. This way, your ladyſhip ! 


SCENE XII. 


Enter * ar, followed by. * 
_ [Exit Mrs Wilkias. 


Lady F. Can you gainſay it? | 
Pau. | have done you, madam, no intentional 
wrong 
Lab F. No wrong ? Have you not convinced me, 
in my own deſpite. that riches, rank, and power are 
arms, oppoſed to the energies of mind and 
virtue ? 

Muſc. (Bebind) How ? 

Lady F. 1, who theught not — of myſelf, 
have yvu not proved you are wy ſuperior: and is 
that no wrong ? | 


Pau. 
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Pau — — 


upon me, have not diſpla 
lities, which, ET yed qua 
Pau. Deut lady! 
Lady F. lueſtimable girl! You can make me only 
one amends— Think kindly of me and accept me for 


your admiring, your dear, your eternal friend 1— 
(Embrace) 

Muſe. Upon my honour it is incredible, but here 
= (Wiping bis eyes and looking for the tears) 
Paz. From the firſt po" my heart did you 
juſtice: it acknowled noble virtues—T will 
affedt no inferiority 1 11 but to 
call myſelf your equal in what alone is valuable 7 
I dare not! 

Muſe. ( Adwancing ) Have you no hartſhorn, 
Lady Fancourt ? 

Lats F. Mr. Muſcadel. 

Muſc. ne 1 come when I 
am not called It t had enough 
the dolefuls; but here do you come, as it were on 
purpoſe, to give me « double doſe. 

F. Have you been very ſorrowfol ? 

Muſc. As wretched, tor thele four and twenty 
hours, as à poet who has left off chyming—As me- 
lancholy as a blind monkey. 

Lady F. (Not pleaſed). Very pathetic, truly ! 
Mae. (Changi nging bis tone) Lady Fancourt, hall 

I tell you a'fecret? The only reſource | have had, 
againſt feelings the moſt cu e and thoughts the ovoſt 
racking, has been levity that was but affected, and 
indifference that was all forced. 

Lady F. Mr. Muſcadel—l have not uſed you well 
( Holding out ber hand) 


Muſe. (Seining and bill it) Raptures 


SCENE 


A 
4 
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SCENE XII. 
Enter Lady Louis . 


Pau. (Engerly) Dear madam, where is my father ; 
where is my couſin? are they friends ? 
Lady Z. You will rejoice to ſee how truly 
Lady F. But where is Sir Gregory ? 
Auſc. (Afide) Hay? 
* Charles has been home, but he is not 


J f. de) T'm a luck 3 
Lady 1.257 converſing with 25 my brother, Mr. 
Campbell has diſcovered that he 3 here. : 
Muſc. (Site) Yes ; and is here ſtill. 
* "Tis well Mr. Campbell does not ſuſpeR 
Ha "(the Sir Gregory) Hew! 

wſc, (Afede to em 

07 f The lioentiouſneſs of his practice makes 

2 — 

ake care what you ſay; he will hear 


F Lady F. 1 wih he could ! 
2 Wis he is in the room 


uſe. portrait) There! | 
it % 1 Come my ſweet Paulina (Going) 
 Muſc. Nay but you muſt not go till have 
the pictures. TI aſſure you, here are very 
— originals, in the room! (Sir Gregory occa- 
2 Four Sſupplicates by figns) 

Muſe. You have never ſcen a finer exhibition. · 

Lady L, Indeed! 

Muſc. Or a more pleaſant one. 

Lady F. I ee nothing exiraordiny | 

AMuſc. Oh but fellow me —— ſhall ſee! You 


bay theſe, Lady Louiſa? (I up the cloak and 
hat of Sir Gregory) 


Lady L. It Gems like my uncle's cloak! 


Mu ſc. 
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Muſe. That's a trifle! You ſhall ſee more preſently. 
{Remover pillars) How do you like that ? 

Lady #. J. 

Muſc. —y enotber) And that? 

Lady F. Indeed | am vo judge. 

Muſc. [Removing a bird] And that? 

w_ F. Better than the laſt, 
Ay but here! Here's the beſt of all !— 


Mujc. There's un exhibition for you! There's 
nature! Thete's life ! There's expreſſion !—Shall I 
have 3 Sir Gre 

Sir Greg, I hope you'll * a halter! 

Lady F Why, Sir Gregory, is this the way you 
fir ſor your portrait ? 

Muſc. Ay! Is not the attitude firiking ? Grace- 
ful as a A back of a bear! 

Lady F This is very extraordinary ! Pray tell us 

Muſc. Sir Gregory has been at his needle work. 

Sir Greg. I with you had been at the devil! 
 Uujc, I'm a fop, an owl, à dancing dog, hay, 
Sir Gregory? 


Sir Greg. You are as great a cut throat—! 
Mrur/c. As cold water in winter. 


Lady F. And 1 hope as wholeſome a one, too. 

Lady J. (To Lady Fancourt) This is the mo- 

ment ſor reconciliation ! I will go down for my bro- 
ther and uncle. 


. A thought! D 
— _ | n 


SCENE XIV. 


Sir Guzcoxr, „nn Lady Fancouar, 
PavLing. | 


Sir Greg. Stay, niece ; I'll go with you. [Going] 
Greg. Stay, niece ; III go with you 12 
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| Lady F. Sir Gregory has no more aced of a 


Pau. Let iveneſs ; I am 
left you in- 
dignantly inſtead of ing with candour, and 


indulged reſentment when I ought to have exerted 
benevolence. But I am young and ſhall know better 


in time. 
Sir Greg. 


A COMEDY. * 

Se Greg. You are a mitacle! and I am aſhamed. 
of myſe)f. 
Muſc. Belial find bas a ſpark of grace left. 
2250 Incomparable Paulina ! 
Pau. Will you not forgive me, fir ? 
Sir Greg. I cannot forgive myſelf, child. 
Muſc. For having been found out. 

Sir Greg. Be as happy, * you deſerve, but 
a2 I can make you. 

Pau. (Kneels) Oh, ſir ! 

Sir Greg. Riſe, Paulina, riſe. 


8 CENSGS. xv. 
iter Serxous, Cauic Caureii, end Lady 


Lovisa. 


F 
Pow, Art thou mine? Art thou mine? 
Seym. Ever } 
Craig. (To Sir Gregory) Sir! 


Lady F. Huſh! No howning 
Sir Greg, Recrimina tion is no cure. I muſt ab- 
jure my prejudices; do you ſuffar your reſentments 
1 Henceforth let us be friends. 


Craig. Nay, if „ mutual 
r 
bel, though a painter and a hireling, will do you no 


— 
3 
=, A would you dangle after me 


H Mu r. 


* 


14 LOVE FRAILTIES, ae. 
= = 
Muſe. Moſt willingly, Like the beaſts after Or- 


